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little too brilliantly voiced. The size of the 
ohuroh is not favorable for the development of 
the graver power of the organ, while the 
brighter stops strike the ear at onoe. .With 
the ample space at the command of the con- 
gregation, it would have been easy to extend 
the church tw.enty or thirty feet in the rear, 
which would have afforded fair" space for the^ 
development of the powers of this magnificent 
organ. As it is, it is manifestly too large for 
the /building. , 

It is impossible to give a positive judgment 
upon the organ ns a whole from, a single hoar- 
ing and examination. The Messrs. Hook have 
added greatly to their already brilliant repu- 
tation by the prompt production of this truly 
magnificent instrument. 



MATTERS THEATRIC. 



Of a verity the town is not the place to live in 
during the summer months. Atmospherically it 
is uncomfortable, and theatrically It is uninterest- 
ing. Nature (that is human nature\ is in a state 
of prostration, and the theatres are in pretty much 
the same plight ; now and then, to be sure, a new 
play or burlesque is produced, but for the most 
part the managers appear to be laying back on 
their oars awaiting the Fall contest, and so there 
ia little to tempt the critic's pen to honied praise 
or fierce invective. 

Prominent among the novelties of the last week 
Is the "Ice Witch," which (no pun intended) was 
produced at the- Olympic on Monday evening of 
last week to a crowded, and, as far as the galleries 
were concerned, demonstrative audience. The 
"Ice Witch" is the old play of the "Frozen 
Hand,'' which was produced some years since at 
the Old Bowery Theatre with the redoubtable 
Count Johannes as the hero, and eminently be- 
longs to the old fashioned school of sensational 
drama ; notwithstanding its Bowery smack, how- 
ever, there is a great deal of interest in the play, 
and pne is inclined to feg rather anxious as to 
the ultimate fate of the unfortunate and gorgeous- 
ly attired Harold and his equally unfortunate; but 
less gorgeously attired, henchman, Magnus Snoro. 
' The principal object of the "Ice Witch" is 
evidently to afford a chance for' fine scenic dis- 
play, and in this it is decidedly successful, the 
whole get up of the play reflecting great credit on 
. the-good taste and liberality of the management ; 
on the first . performance there were some' few 
hitches in the transformation scenes; but these 
have all been remedied and the play now works 
as smoothly as one could wish. 

Being so -..decidedly a "show piece,'' the acting 
ot the "Ice Witch " can be'disposed of in a tew 
words : in the first place, then, it introduces to 
us two charming young actresses in the persons 
ot the Webb sister?, Ada and Emma, who in the 
respective r61es of Minna and 'Lady Ulla display 
'dramatic talent of no mean order ; Ada is a most 
pleasing and amusing soubrette, while Emma, as 
£ady Ulla, displays throughout the play touches 
of tragic power. Mr. Mark Smith makes his first 
appearance at the Olympic as the luckless Magnus 
Snoro, and is, of course, immensely funny ; his 
song of "What a Woman's Like " is nightly en- 
cored, and deservedly, being a most amusing and 
cleverly sung duet. Miss Kate Newton as Druda 
looks beautifully, and speaks in the sepulchrally 
tragic tone befitting that very naughty and cruel 



goddess. Mr.' Geo. W. Clarke as Harold the Sea 
King— somehow or v pther the heroes' of all Norwe- 
gian tales are Sea Kings— wears a most beautiful 
costume, and in the third act displays a great deal 
ot skill and strength in a terrific broadsword com- 
bat in which he kills, at the smallest calculation, 
at least a dozen opponents and wounds as many- 
more. 01 the other characters of the play nothing 
need be said ; they are, for the most part, unim- 
portant and call lor no particular notice, favorably 
or otherwise. I must not 'forget to give credit to 
a Miss Fowler, who, in. the first act, executes a 
pas seul which fo^beauty and grace has seldom, 
if ever, been excelled on the. Nevv York stage; 
there is a certain fresh and piquant style in this 
young lady's dancing which is perfectly delicious, 
and is quite refreshing after the usual gymnastic 
contortions which one is subject to in most tepsl- 
chorean performances. 

i 
"Cinderella "has been produced ingoddiBtyle 
at Wood's theatre, introducing the Worrell sisters 
in the respective f61es of Cinderella, the Prince 
and Dandini ; Miss Jennie as Dandlni is particu- 
larly amusing, and her laughing face and piquant 
manner make, the part most enjoyable. Mr. Lef- 
flngwell as the elder unmarried— but still mar\ 
riageable-^sister is very funny, while his "make 
up " is simply excellent. 

"The Fair Ono with the Golden Locks" was 
produced on Friday evening of last week for the 
benefit of Miss Irene to a crowded audience, who 
showered on the fair beneficiaire many floral to- 
kens of their approbation, in addition to hearty 
applause for the general excellence of the per- 
formance. This is by all odds the most uniformly 
well played burlesque that has been produced 
at Wood's Theatre during the mirthful reign of 
the Worrell sisters, and reflects great credit not 
only on these charming' young artistes but on the 
entire Company. Miss Sophie as Graceful looks 
charmingly and acts delightfully. Miss Irene as 
Lucidora looks, if possible, still more charming- 
than, her sUter and, makes one almost envy that 
lucky dog, Graceful, who is to beeome her 
spouse, while Miss Jeannie, in the comparatively 
small part of Mollymopsa is simply- and purely 
exquisite. There is a certain- freshness and 
nai'v6t6 about this young lady's acting which* is 
really delicious ; it can hardly be called acting, 
but is rather the exuberance ot a sweet young girl 
just out of her teens, to whom everything is coleur 
derose, and who insists on making others see 
file through the same rosy glass as herself. Thalia 
be thanked for all such actresses I They are bless- 
ings in 'disguise, for I maintain that grace and 
naturalness on the stage tend much- to elevate the 
public taste. and impart a truer appreciation of 
the beautiful and the good. 

Mr. Lefflngwell's King Lachrymoso Is one of 
the most thorough bits. of burlesque acting that 
has been seen in New York since Jefferson was 
wont to convulse us with his exquisite drollery ; 
from beginning to end it is brimful of humor— the 
;tragic starts, the comically tearful face and dole- 
ful voice are all perfect, and, combined, make-the 
part absurdly funny. The scene with Pleniposo 
(excellently played by Mr. Donnelly), in which 
that minister instigates the king, a l'logo, to poi- 
son Graceful,. and the vision of the corkscrew, are 
particularly excellent, being two of the most sub- 
limely ridiculous pieces of burlesque. acting that 
it was ever the good fortune of mortal to witness. 
Taken altogether, the part is most admirably 
played, and let film who would forget his sorrows 



and tho heat go and see it and laugh and remem- 
ber miseries no more. 

This Is the last week but one of the feeason, and 
of the engagement of tho Worrell sisters ^.after 
next week we must bid them farewell ; they 
should not be allowed by our managers to leave 
the city, however, for they are young ladies of 
altogether too much talent and promise to waste 
their beauty on thexlesert'air ol the provinces. 

After careful study I have arrived at the con- 
clusion that the New York '•public is a most 
patient ancl enduring creature, otherwise how 
would it ever bear the dismal affliction of that 
most dismal of comediettas, "Time, tries all," 
which was plaved at the Winter Garden all last 
week ; any thing -more stupid than this same 
comedietta it would be impossible for the human 
mind in its wildest moments to conceive ; save a 
quaint - little bit ■ of character . acting by Mr. 
Andrews, there is nol one redeeming feature in 
the entire play : it is " weary, stale, fiat .and un- 
profitable " from beginning to end. " Columbus " 
is a refreshing relief and its quaint humor and 
quiet sentiment, combined with the excellent act- 
ing of Mr. Brougham, almost compensate for tho 
dreariness of the farce. Mr. Bryant is flourishing 
bravely at Wallack's in the Irish drama ; " Shauius 
O'Brien ■ ' was produced on Monday evening with" 
decided success ; next week I shall give a detailed 
account of its plot, incidents, acting, Ac-^till 
then palm leaf fans and ice water 1 

- ' Shogqe. 



ABOUT TOWN. 

BY " JEEMS PIPES. OF PIPESVILLE." 



1 1 think this is quite a suggestive "caption." 
My friends will by it perceive that \ have not 
yet gone to Europe. Indeed, at the present price 
of gold, it is quite inexpedient andwery un- ; 
pleasant to think of. I Went -to buy a' sovereign 
the other day (intending to take ship by the way 
of Guinea) and found I hacl to give $7.45 cents 
for it. So I thought I'd weight a little longer. 
Well, to return to " About Town." I intend to 
make brief mention of almost everything*— of 
places, men, streets, stores, nooks, and corners. 
Not necessarily either "Puffs", of them, or 
" Puffing " them, and now having stated my 
premises I immediately proceed to speak of the 
■" Ice Witch " which (this is a joke) I saw last 
night M Grover's Olympic Theatre. 

It is gorgeously- put upon the stage, and 
covers Grover all over with glory and renown. 
Large seas of icebergs, all painted with pink, are 
by a tap of the prompter's bell hurried up into 
mid air, and coral groves, grottos, • and beauti- 
ful trees, that have been under the icebergs, or 
ocean- for years, or it maybe forever, suddenly 
loom npj; a white polar bearjwith thin body, and 
long arms and legs, containing a real live man, 
whojias been swallowed whole by the aforesaid 
bear, with his mouth shut, squeezes and hugs 
Mr. Mark Smith, a capital actor, weighing 250 
pounds, who sings a capital comic song immedi- 
ately afterwards about a "woman" being like 
everything from a stick of candy up to an ele- 
phant. The bear runs off; and on the sea of ice, 
«| young and lovely virgin with spangles, wand, 
and tights encasing splendid legs, comes in thin 
slippers right on the ice, and deposites a basket 
of fruit. This is done by the lovely and fascin- 
ating Kate Newton, or Miss Teresa Webb, 
or Millie and Clara Fowler. I forget witch. 
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Then comes a large Sea-Gull, suspended in mid 
air by an invisible cord>or string, that is plainly 
seen by the practical eye„ the bird (what stuff ) 
wabbles about when the talented Mark Smith, 
or Hafbld, the Sea King, takes up a span, 
new bow and arrow, bodght from a neighboring 
toy shop, right on the iceberg, shoots at the in- 
offensive though stuffed stranger, who falls of 
.course a victim to misplaced confidence, and the 
man, who has let go the string ; a large\ship 
looking like several Spanish Armadas, then 
comes on the top of the ice^all made of. beauti- 
ful canvas, painted— With one big sail, that's let 
down from the skies. More lovely virgins -float 
in butter boats' right in the air. Mr. G. H. 
Clark (looking like Ivanhoe and E. Booth mixed) 
and Mark Smith walk in the middle of the 
ocean, and step right on board this 300 gun fri- 
gate as if it were a pleasure boat, and put off to 
sea to marital music headed by "a Baker so that 
they doughnut drown (this rs a original joik.) 
The dialogue seemed.to.me a mixture of ".How 
to pay the Rent," ".Richelieu," "Richard III," 
"The Honey Moon,". " Hamlet," "Othello," and 
" Pocahontas." But the scenery is certainly 
very fine, the costumes superb, and., the acting 
of Mrs. Saunders, Miss Kate Newton, Mr. G. H. 
Clark, Mi 1 . Ward, and Mr. Whiting, excellent. 
Miss Ada and Miss Emjna Webb add materi- 
ally to the success of the piece, and the charming 
Teresa Wood is well entitled to the applause 
she receives. The final scenes ofthe " Arcadian 
' Realms " is one blaze of glory. Red light; mag- 
nificently limbed women, and gold and silver 
men, dazzling to the eye, and bewildering to the 
senses. The house, was, has been, and will 'be 
crowded. 'Suppressed Ixclamations, quite- inaud- 
ible in the* dim distance, but perfectly audible to 
those who heard -.'em, went up oF"Oh, how 
beautiful!" "Oh My!" "Isn't that nice!" 
" Charming ! " " Oh, look at that sweet creature," 
" Oh — dear— me." Yes, and ■ Sirietienia was 
therein spite of his teeth, and Col. John H. D. 
S., the clever editor of the Sunday Times, evi- 
dently delighted, and every one else in the liter- 
ary, artistic, and musical world. I looked out 
for." Slingge" and wondered " How" it wns he 
.was'nt thar ! I had forgotton to mention the 
" German Chorus : ' that sang so nicely, regret- 
ting that my friend Seymour and Charles H. 
Webb were not .there to hear. 

Some months since I had occasion to speak of 
the talent for painting displayed by a young lad y v 
from Vermont. I now wish briefly to chronicle 
the fact that one of the most remarkable surgical 
operations has just been performed by a young 
physician of this city, who also hails from the 
Green Mountain State, and who at no distant 
■ day will take his rank among the first surgeons 
in America. 

He is as retiring and modest as he is talented, 
and it gives me infinite pleasure to introduce to 
my readers Dr. E. Bradley, of 55 West 24th 
street. N 

' : ) , 

How few, of the old land marks of twenty 

years ago exist now in New York ! 

Do you, Mr. Editor, recollect ea'ting a Welsh 

rabbit, with me 'once in Thames Street, at 

Ivans'? We had 1 both then recently arrived 

from Old England, and ''half-and-half" was the 

favorite beverage. , Well, the other day I found 

myself once again in Thames Street, and at- 



tracted by the sign of Old Tom's Chop House, at 
No 7 ; and finding it kept by the immortal and 
original " John Smith," in 1 walked, and will 
fesbly attempt a description of what: I taw and 
did. , . . . \ 

The room is about twenty feet long by. fifteen 
wide — may be more,-. may be less< Four or five 
round tables, arid chairs to match, constitute the 
principal furniture, paintings by Vandyke, Ru- 
bens, " The Eliphant and Castle," " Legs of 
Mutton," "Geese," and other leading articles 
adorn the walls; But oh ! commend me' to the 
Sanctum Sanctorum of the, illustrious proprie- 
tor! It looks Jike an old London watch box, or 
a dwarfed chandler's shop! You go up three 
steps, and the ruby and good natured face of the 
stately proprietor, graciously beanis on you. 
Here the show commences. The old " curiosity 
shop " is a fool to it ! I will enumerate a few of 
leading articles : 

1. An Iron beer mug drank out of by General 
Washington, immediately after he crossed the 
Delaware — on ice. . ' - . 

2. A blunderbuss used, by the Signers of the 
Declaration of Independence in Philadelphia. 

3. Some old Tom— very fine. 

4. Old Cogniac, $24 a glass — or 40 cents a 
gallon. 

5. A cork-screw found in Noah's Ark by Dr. 
Kane in the Polar seas. ' ... 

6. The original knife and fork used by Adam 
and Eve, at their wedding dinner, with the mark 
of " Rodgers, Sheffield, Eng.," on it.. " 

7. A Piece of the .floor upon which " John 
Smith " stood when lie married. Pocahontas, 
lately played by the Prince of Irish Comedians, 
John Brougham at Stuart's Winter Garden. 

8. Ale on draft, 
0. No trust ! 

A great many more things, too numerous 
to mention, greet the eye,. but gentle reader to 
the point : 

-Upon reading this, just jjo there, that's all, 
ask for John Smith, arid if the " Reest of Season- 
ing "and the "Slow of Fowl" don't follow— 
'taint, no' matter. A mild and gentle poodle dog 
named " Kate " will gently rub against you, and 
a civil little English boy, fresh., from " Surrey " 
will take your; " horder." Make no m\&-steak 
or I shall be c/top-fallen. 



the city. A nautical man would say to all 
this — " eye I eye J sir! ■"' 

-~ And now if the reader of these desultory lines 
will go to Frederick's Photograph' Gallery, 547 
Broadway, and ask for the 6talwart and gigan- 
tically handsome John De Banes, gfve him my 
compliments, and ask him to show him (who ?) 
the picture of the young tragedian, Mr. Dernier 
Resort, he or she will be delighted I 
More next- week/ 
- * ' Pipes. 



For the American Art Journal. 
SUMMER DAYS AND DREAMS. 



At the Central Park Concert on Saturday 
last, where the pet conductor Harvey (Medita- 
tion) Dod worth holds forth. I find that George 
W. Laird's " Bloom of Youth " is giving a series 
of concerts. 

I've heard the song "The Bloom is on'the 
Rye," but the- Bloom that's on the Youth can be 
seen to great advantage at the, Saturday Con- 
certs in Central Park, where thousands of beau- 
tiful young ladies may be seen pressing round' 
the matchless form and figure of the gorgeous 
proprietor, all crying for "More Bloom! " - 

Charles R. Thokne, Jr., one of the most 
talented young actors in America, has just ar- 
rived from California, arid is engaged by Junius 
Brutus Booth, for his Theatre in Boston. 



One of the finest opticians in this country, 
and certainly thq- most scientific, is H. Wald- 
stein, whose quaint little store on Broadway 
near Grand is a treat to visit. He has the most 
varied and best assorted stock of eye glasses in 



The summer days shine fair and new as ever on ' 
this old earth, arid never from bluer skies came 
light more clear aud golden. . All around, the long 
wavelike ridges of the hills lie back against the 
pale bright morning sky— billows that melt through 
softer and more dreamy shades of color, from the 
dark sombre mass of russet green skirting the wav- 
ing meadow land, through breadths of dimmer 
semi-tone, where the light lies in a pale silvery 
tine, and the shadows deepen to a dusky blue ; 
back to the clear cloudlike line of violet so pale 
and evanescent, and so fixed in its misty swell. 
All around, they close us in, — the calm, solemn. 
shadowy hills, that look sp'far away, so utterly re- 
moved into an eternal silence; so lonely in their 
dim, unapproachable grandeur. And, all around, 
the sky slopes down to meet them, and the_while 
flocks of cloud pass, "shepherded by the slow, 
unwilling wind " in dark, floating breadths-of shad- 
ow over their solitude. Away between the dtisicd 
slopes of meadow, and the dark whispering woods, 
— through broad sunlight and fluttering shadows, 
the long road winds on, and' far away ;Vp among 
the green swells of the nearer hills,' down the steep 
rocky gorges, where the sunlight only trickles down 
in flakes and threads of gold; far on, winding be- 
yond the mountain, wall, to the world outside. 
Heat, and light, and silence, sleep' upon mountain, 
upon plain, and road ; and the long fields of rosy 
clover-blooms, and nodding daisies; in this morning 
silence, so sweet and perfect, the day grows and 
deepens. - Only the winds sweep by me over the 
surging trees, and like the rising moan in an ocean 
shell, their sighing fills tlie summer day with music. 
Listen to the .harmonies of the silence ! Sweeter 
and more subtile than any written song, or any 
no,te that human fingers could awaken, their faint, 
soft minprs make the stillness beautiful, and give 
the day a soul. la there a secret life prisoned in 
these knarled and knotted trunks? What wild, 
half-human dryad-soul sobs out the longings of 
her solitude, the p'aiu of her dark prison-house, in 
the sob and mutter of those tossing .branches, 
those depths of thrilling leaves, swept by .the wild 
wandering wind ? The old. Greek dreams were 
very sweet, full of a deeper poetry than ours, that 
gave to every tree, and stream, and mountain-cave, 
its wild mystery of life, stirring in the air, pulsing 
in the ripple of every wave, murmuring on through 
every golden day, and under the solitude of star- 
light. Still through the silence of these wild, 
lonely hills, I hear the echo of those old voices, 
and the old idyls are eternally new in these blue 
summer days. For here the summer seems truly 
eternal. I have only seen the wave's of hills 
with their dark sotnbre 'green : I shall never See 
the cold white drifts nestling in their long hollows, 
oc remember among my dreams how this, babbling 
brooklet on whose banks I rest, hushed its summer 



